THE REMINISCENCES OF CARL SCHURZ
Thus armed and equipped we drove to the palace. At the
foot of the great staircase stood two halberdiers in gorgeous
mediaeval costume to guard the passage to the rooms of state.
When they saw me in plain evening dress, the dignity of the
Spanish throne must have occurred to them, too, for they
crossed their halberds and refused to let us ascend. Mr. Perry
wore the uniform of a Secretary of Legation, but this did not
satisfy the halberdiers, who looked at me with evident dis-
approval and suspicion. Mr. Perry, putting on a proud and
indignant mien, and assuming a tone of command, called upon
one of the flunkeys who stood on the stairs, instantly to run
up and report to the Introductor de los Embaj adores the out-
rage that had been inflicted on the Minister of the United
States. The Introductor came rushing down with an expres-
sion of consternation on his face, threw apart the crossed hal-
berds with his own hands, poured forth a torrent of Spanish
words which obviously were meant for apologies, and we
ascended the great staircase in triumph.

In the hall of state we found Sir John Crampton, the
new British minister, with his staff, who was also to present
his credentials. As he had called at the foreign office a little
earlier than I, he was entitled to precedence. The Minister of
Foreign Affairs was also on hand; and, >as we were waiting for
the Queen, Mr. Perry had time to communicate to him in a
few hurried words our embarrassment concerning the letter of
credence and the expedient I had resorted to. The Minister
looked grave, but nodded. A door was flung open, a gor-
geously attired official shouted something into the hall, and the
Queen appeared, a portly dame with a fat and unhandsome
but good-natured looking face. Sir John Crampton went
through the ceremony, and as I looked on I could study his
performance as a model for what I had to do, When my turnill insisted that he could not
